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cTo an Englishwoman it must be incredible. A man hunted like
a beast! And for why? The simplest criticisms. Italy has embarked
upon a course that can have only one end, National tragedy.
Twice I have been beaten. Once in Rome in full daylight in the
Piazza della Coionna. Once in the little town where formerly I
was mayor. Left on the ground. I was carried home. Then my
house watched by sentinels, day and night. Followed whenever I
went abroad. It became intolerable. I could not breathe.3
He shook his head. el fled.'
For some moments lie stared in silence at his memories.
'Imagine! Your Bertrand Russell. Or your George Trevelyan,
that fearless friend of Italy and Freedom. Men of that sort.
Chased and beaten. Because they will not flatter. Because they
will not bow down. To a charlatan!'
He said the last word in a whisper and glanced about him as he
said it. He grimaced his loathing.
6 We were in Civilisation. We were in a free country. And
suddenly this night fell upon us. Truly - I learnt it in English at
school - the price of freedom is eternal vigilance!
1 This whole country is one great prison. A prison with punish-
ments and tortures. For everyone who thinks. For everyone who
speaks out. I made no plots. I went out of politics after the election
of 1924. But I wrote and said Italy becomes over-populous. She
must restrain her population or make war and war will be her
destruction. I persisted that these facts should be kept before the
Italian mind. . . . That was enough.
e Italy perhaps has never advanced since the Risorgimento. She
seemed to do so after her unification, but possibly she did not.
Only you Anglo-Saxons have won your way to real freedom,
freedom of thought, freedom of speech and proposal. Slowly, by
centuries, surely, you have won it. Perhaps the French too.
Germany I doubt. You have your great public men, respected,
influential, no matter the government. Your Shaw, your Gilbert
Murray, your Sempack; Americans like Nicholas Murray Butler,
Upton Sinclair, Arthur Brisbane. Free to speak plainly. Bold as
lions. Free - above the State. But in Italy - that actor, that
destroyer, that cannibal silences us all! Performs his follies. Puts
us all to indignities and vile submissions. I can't tell you the half
of things submitted. The shame of it! For Italy! The shame for
every soul in Italy!
"I am a comfortable man. Not everything in my life has been